
TWAS THE NIGHT BEFORE SUMMER
(An tmaginary Watch-Night with the Weather Man)

Rv ROBFRT C. BFNCHLFY

I" was 11 o'ciock on the night of
june 20.laat Tueaday. We were

seated in the office of the Weather
Bureau on the twenty-ninth floor

of the Whitehall Building. the Weather
Man and I. and we were waiting for
summer to come. It was ofhcially due
on June 21. We had the almanac's word
for it and years and years of prec°dent.
bui still tht- Weather Man wai skeptieal.

lt had been a hard spring for the
Weather Man. Day after day he had

been forced to run a signed statement in

the daily papers to the effect thal some

tin_ durillg that day there would prob-
ably be showers. And day after day.
with a ghastly consistency. his prophecy
had come true. Peopie had come to dis-
like him personally; old jokes about him
were brought out and oiled and given a

trial spin down the road a piece before

appearing in funny columns and vaude
ville skits. and the sporting writers.
frenzied by the task of tilling their space
with nothing but tables of batting
averages. had become positively iibel-
lous.
And now summer was at hand, and

with it the promiae of the sun. The
Weather !Wan nibbled at his thumb nail.
The clock <>n the wall .said 11:15.

"lt juat '-ouldn't go back on us now."
iu aaid, plaintively, "when it means so

much to us. It always has come on the

There was not much that I could say.
! didn't wani to hold out any false hope.

r I am a child in arms in matters of

uoiuy. or whatever it is that makes
'eather.
"1 often remember hearuiK my father

ri!." 1 ventured, "how every year on the
_»lst «>f June summer always used to

rain or shine, until they came to

look f<»r M "u thal date, and to count

then as the beginning of the sea-

Bon. lt d"-
"l know." he interrupted. "but there

have been so many upaetting things
during the past year. The .Mexican
trouble.-the foundering of the Progres-
give party.the tonaillitia epidemic.all
of them upsetting. We can't eheek up
this year by any other years. All we

can do and see."
A ./.-. wind from .lersey ran

along tn-' Bide of the building, sh.aking
at the windowa. Thc Weather Man
shuddered, .ir.d looked out of the corner
of his eye at the anomometer-registci
which itood on a tabl<* in the middle of

room. [1 indicated whatever ano-

mometeri do indicate when they want
to regUter bad news. I considerately
looked out at the window.

"Vou've no idea." he said at last, in
t low voice, "of how this last rainy
BpeU has aflected my home life. For
ihe first two or three days, al-
thoufjh 1 got dark looks from slight ac-

4 quaintance*. there was always a choery
[ '-velcome waiting for me when I got

home. and the Little Woman would say,
'Never blind, Ray, it will .soon be pleas-
ant, and we all know that it's not your
fault. anyway.'
"But then, aiter a week had passed

and there had been nothing but rain
and ehowers and rain. I began to notice
a change. When I would swing in at
the gate ihe would meet me and say. in
a far-away voice. 'Well. what is it for
o-morrow?' And 1 would haw to aa*

Probably cloudy, with occasional *how-
ers and light easterly gales.' At which

she would rnrn nway and blte her Iip.
and once I thought I saw her eyc-lashe?
wet.

"Then. one night. the break rame.

It had Bta-Tted out to be a perfect day.
just such a-i one reads about, but along
about noon it began to cloud over and
soon the rain poured down in rain-
gauges-t'ull.

"I waa all discouraged. and as I WTOte
oul thf forccaal for the papers, Rain
to-morrow and FViday,' I felt like giv-
ing the whole thing up and going back
fo Yc-rmont to live.
'When I got home Alice waa there

with hrr thinga on, waiting for me.
" 'You noedn't tell me what It'fl going

to be to-morrow,' ahe *obbed. i know.
Every one knowa. The whole world
knows. I uaed to think that il waan'1
your fault, bul when the children come

home i'rom school .rying because they
have been plagued for being tho Weath¬
er Man's children. when even' time I go
out I know that the neighbon are talk¬
ing behind my back and aaying, "How
does she stand it V" when every paper
I read. every bulletin I >ee. atarea me in
the face with grea lettera aaying,
"Weather .Man predicta more niin,'* or

"Lvnch the Weather .Man and let the
baseball BCa-BOn go on." then I think it
is time for us to come to an under-
Rtanding. I am going over to mother's
until you can do better.' "

The Weather Man got up and went to
?he window. Out there over the Bat-
tery there was* a apol casting .1 sickly
glow through the cloud-banka which
ftlled the sky.

'That'a the moon up there behind the
\i^." he s.iid, and laughed a bitter
cackle.

li waa now 11:45. The thermograph
was writing buaily in red ink on the
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little diagrammed cuff provided for that
purpoae, writing all about the tempera-

The Weather Man inspected the
jagged line as it leaked oul of the
ii the chart. Then he walked over

to the window again and stood looking
out over the bay.

"You'd think that peopie would have
a little gratitude," he said in a low
vroice, "and not hit at a man who has
done so much for them. If it weren't
for me where would the art of Ameri¬
can converaation be to-day? If there
were no weather to talk about, how
could there be any dinner parties or

church sociables or pidewalk chats?
e

"All I have to do il put out a real
scorcher or a continued cold snap,
and I can drive off the boards the
biggeat Allied offensive that was ever

launched or draw the teeth out of
Mexico'a most delicate situation. Why.
if the Oermans were to take a tip from
the I'reparedriess rnovies and invade
New York and had an army corps en-

camped at the corner of Broadway and

Forty-aecond Street, I'll bet, it' I Bhould
on the aame morning uncork tho hotteal
day of the season. that the first remark
of nine oul of every ten conversations

would be. 'Lookl like a siz/.ler, eh?'
"I have saved more reputations and

social functions than any other influ-
ence in American life, and yet here.
when the home office sends me a

rummy lot of weather, over which I
have no control, ovcrybody jumps on
me and says I use 'weasel-words.' "

He pulled savagely at the window
shade and pressed his nose against the
pane in silence for a while.
There was no sound but the ticking

of the anemometer and the steady
scratching of the thermograph. I
looked at the clock. 11:47.

Suddenly the telegraph over ln the
corner snapned like a bunch of fire-
crackers. In a second the Weather Man
was at its side, taking dcwn the mes-

sage:

"NEW ORLEANS, LA NHRUFKYO-
TLDMRELPWZWOTUDK HEAVY
PRECIPITATION SOUTH WFSTKR-
LY GALES LETTER FOLLOWS
XKW ORLEANS U S WEATHER

BUREAU
"Poor fellow," muttered the Weather

Man. who, aven in his own t»*n.se ex-

citement did nol forgel the troublea of

his brother weather prophet m Xew Or-
leans, "I know just how he feels. I
hope he's not married."
He glanced at the cloek. It was 11:56.

In four minutes summer would be due.
and with summer a clearer sky. re-

newed friendahipa and a united family
for the Weather Man. If it failed him
.I dreaded to think of what might
ru.ppen. It v.a< twenty-nilM 1)001*1 to
the pavemm? below, and I am not a

powerful man phyaically.
Together we sat at the table by 'he

thermograph and watcbtd the red line
draw mountain nuigea along the 60 de-

gree« line. From onr «eats we eould
look out over the Statue of Liberty and
see the cloud-dimmed glow which told
of a censored moon. The Weather Man
was making nervous little pokes at his
collar. as if it had a rough er]g^ that was

cutting his neck.
Suddenly he gripped the table Some-

where a clock was beginning to strike
twelve. I shut my eyes and waited.

Ten-eleven-twel
"Look. Xewspaper Man. iook!" he

shrieked and grabbed me by the tie.
I opened my eyea and looked at tha

thermograph. At the laal itn 1(6 of tha
clock the red line had given I little, final
quaver on the 60 degree line and then
had shot up like a rocket until it struok
72 degrees and lay then' trembling and
heaving like a runner after a raea

But it was not at thia *hat the
Weather Man was pointing. Thera*eai
in the murky sky. the twelve
had ripped apart the clouda a large.
milk-t'ed moon was :. raahing its
way through. laying oul ttraigaaV
away eourse of silver eindera acroaa the
harbor, and in all parts ot the htiavm
atara were breaking oul raah. In
two minute4] it had .. balmy.
languoroua night. Summer had come!

I turned to the Weather Man. He
was wiping the palms of hia hands on

his hips and looking foolishly happy. I
said nothing. There waa nothing that
could be said.

Before we left tho officeheatopped to
write out the prophecy for Wcdnoadijr.
Jiine 21, the First Day of San.mer.
"Fair and warmer. with slowly rising
temperature." His hand tivmbled »o

as ho wrote that he forgot the tinal "e"
in "temperature." Then we "ent out
and he turned toward his !.'... .¦

On Wedneaday, June 21, il rained.

Anything to ()hliqe
//| wism," aaid Glad- >hi>."that

I somedoily would ii- .; ft f rne

"Why." an.-w«'r»-.i Perejr, gallantly.
"I should be plaaafd. I'm rare, 11 ic anythinj:
for you. What do -rou w;-.

"Oh," continueil lilady**. "I '.s',' M-BBaaaJy
to go down to tho i.i Bad bep rr''

a magazine."
"I'l! go with plea.**urc."
"But I've forgotten the BBM tt _M 9M

thing."
"Oh. I foeea I can find the <>n«* you wan*

without much trouble. Wl .-.ding aorne

.tory?"
"Yes; but I've forgOttl M of that

too. Lot mo aaa. No; iply ran't reca!!
it. But Hl tell you how -¦ » whch
magazine to get. The one 1 ara _as a tnr*'g
head on tho front covor."

OiAPTKB II.
"I uorider what can he koeping lw .*,-." »'<>

Gladyi for the twentieth time. "I wondir if
anything could have happonc! tfl " Rreli4**-
I'm alaaeal wotiiojd."

OlAITKK 111
tt'ru:it the nest morrm | -

Last night, as I'ohceman rlaitigaa »aa P*-
trolling his baat on Anyold A-- M, IM nouctd
what appeared to be a bugl mauarir-e1!
on the sidewalr.. Itivestiga'rIf eloeer, he found
underneath them the Bncfl l'"rrn °' *

well dre.ssed rtran. Apparti.tiv tha man haa

been carrying a bundle of BOmiper penodica a.

and, the ntnng breakinf, th. y had fal.rr-. ""

and buried him. He was tar.en ia an arr.bu
lance to Saint Killjoy's Ho**p.t_.. where at a

late hour he had revived *<.i:iewhat, but not

enough tfl five ln-' r.ame - BiB his pre-
t>nt.

'The magaz.ne I - 1 firl'l hea.i "n

'.o:." ho kej i repeatina;.
By an oiid comciden.e »>ery magaiina »B

the pile under which the man waa fmjnd bal
a girl'a head on the cover.


